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lieved in the immortality of the soul and in this

Ea ~faith found the key to eternity. This great

_ out of the Metempsicosi, the
transmigrator of souls; they (the souls) re-
incarnate themselves according to their destiny
-of good or bad. Thus it represents the har-
mony of the universe, and for it nothing in

- centuries before ist, F he.._ 5




shall return to this earth forced by her destmy
to punish the bad and revindicate the rights
of purity. Thus is the philosophie salvation of

the human vindicated. That is shown in this

work.

EPIGRAPHE

The moon faded beyond the infinity of the
desert. In the illuminated sky is the light of
the day just born and the immensity of the
P ids reveal themselves in profile. All
about is silence and solitude, On the cupola
of the colossal Mennone appears a feminine
figure—unreal—illuminated like a vagrant
white cloud—and a mysterious voice eries out
across the desert: ““Araxiz, you are here, and
I persecute you in the life and into death—in
death and into life again. I will find you and.
follow you, Araxiz.”” With the greater light
the shadow vanished and the mysterious voice
could no longer b¢ heard.

VISION 1

It is tea hour at the Grand hotel du Nil in
* Cairo,

The cosmopolitan throng is promenading in
that quaint and delicious corner—filled with
the perfumes of palms and roses. Raymond
Benard, the painter, Dr. Power and George
Hatterel are discussing the crowd in the

garden.

From the side streets come the noises and
the loud voices of the street peddlers, accom-
panied by the nostalgic music of the players,

B

who in the small Arabic cafes accompany the
voluptuous performance of the Oriental
dancers.

~—In one of the cafes Benard and Dr. Power

watch with interest the performance of this
Oriental dance. A ray of light appears and

in white—the figure of the Princess Naija
Baltagj. Benard is attracted by this myster-
ious beauty and immediately rises, but in a
moment the curtain descends and when he

_arrives in the street his eves search in vain for

the princess. Like a cloud she has disappeared.

But at sundown, in the hour of prayer of

the “muezzin” he sees her again. And while
on the terrace of his villa she prays—his eyes
remain on her in admiration and contempla-
T e e e g e P, [ 7=

1t is at supper time in the hotel du Nil when
at midnight a late hostess is announced. The
beautiful Princess Baltagj, clad in gorgeous
clothes, ngpun. admired by the invited
throng. Upon seeing her an on of
pain crosses Benard's face, and _in his

ind a confused vision—tragic—outlines it-
self. |

When he is introduced to her Benard murm-
ers: “Princess, I feel that 1 know you, though
1 have never been introduced. I wonder when
and where we met before?”  She smiles. “The
world is so small that we had many chances to
meet before this.”

Her immobility, her ancient ian cos-

“tume, strike the imagination of Dr. Power,




who thinks he sees the living picture of the
Araxiz in the “mastaba” of the colossal “Men-

does not seem surprised—that she should be
told that she so much resembles the sepulchral

tractedly, she fixes her gaze on the Nile and
murmers: “She was very beautiful—and
loved Araxiz—but for the throne and for the
love of Ahnmsls, he saerificed her to death.
But love is stronger than death. So it was—

(jewel) she adds: ““This is the symbol of the
right of life and death—and it was shining
at the head of Ahmasis when she was the bride
of Araxiz.” The mysterious light appears in
her eyes.

On the following nmrmng Benard i'ecewes
the following letter: *If you want to paint
the vision of Naija Hermazel on linen I shall
wait for you before sundown,

" —Naija Baltagj.”

By sundown he is at her villa but his ex-
pression is sad and his hand nervous. “You
are troubled, Benard?’ she asks him. “It is
strange—it seems to me I know so well your
thoughts—I am not sure——"

“Here everything smells death,” he answers.
“This mystery oppresses me.”

The girl laughs.

“Do you take me for a child or a crazy per-
son?"" he asks, confused.

figure that closes the grave of the Faraone -
none.” When he mentions this to her she -

figure, Naija Hermazel. — Slowly, almost dis--

so it shall be.” And displayi ying her aureo .

“For both,” she answers, “since you are a
m-” — - - =

He attempts to embrace her. She calls to

~ her servants. Rebuffed, Benard leaves.

Inthegudenofﬂmhotelmttereltelh
_ “Everybody is

talking about your
vmttothean. What do you mean to

do?”

Benard, surprised, answers: “I love her.
Mﬁy‘ s " ’

“And I shall marry her,” exclaims Hatterel.
The two men measure one another.

Who shall win her love shall live; the other

shall disappear. So it is decided. ‘They part.
. Some nights later a Nubian comes to

a » but bis eyes must be bandaged.
enci'm.ll'.-nni;lsr Hutterduwstdﬂngmd
In the deep recesses of the colossis

tsthegmve of Araxiz. Nmastud:m -

ngunst the cold stone. Benard
she speaks: “Here I am. If you love me I'll

be yours.” Violently he tears the bandage .

from his eyes, but the darkness of the place
makes his vision uncertain. Then he sees the
Princess leaning against the cold stone. She
is mute.

“A King's grave,” he exclaims, “How did

1 come here? isﬂ:isﬁlepllt:e‘fur“lnve— ‘

so much like death?”

“This is the grave of Araxiz," shee:mlnm.
while her flaming eyes look at the sepulchre.

Bemrdmdtelhh:mth:tﬂiePﬁmu




Benard feels himself growing ecold and his
vision, his imagination, are reproduced at the
grave.

“God, what has Araxiz to do with me?"" he
Screams.

“Fverything. Examine. yourself and 10015
into the imprint of time,” she screams at him
with the light of the vendetta in her eyes, and
with open arms she exclaims: “Remember,
Araxiz; remember the love of Hemazel. She

is dead but is returning for vindication.

Tremble, since the hate is etemal as love is
eternal.”

Benard, dumbfounded, feels the agonies of
death and falls erying: “Pardon, pardon—"'
But her image vanishes and a mysterious voice
calls: “Remember!-

VISION 2

A barge, richly furnished, and guarded by
blacks, comes down the Nile. The Sphmx,
the palms and the oasis shadow that delicious
corner, where Ahmasis, the Faraone, takes her
bath. Out of the shrubbery comes a young
man. From his place of hiding he observes
the beautiful figure of the bathing one. A
crocodile agitates the water with its tail—then
furiously lunges toward the Faraone.

There is a scream and the Egvptian boy
throws himself forward, seizes the animal and
kills it. He brings the fainting queen to land
and places her in her bu-g urning to
the brink he says: ile will pmbably
never bring her back to me.” He starts away.

-

Jjewel hypno tmnhmandheuyr “Fhis

- desert reverberate frightfully over the rumble

Hehuguncbutsfewpmuwhmhem

a;ewdofgoldshnnmeﬂmimd Pick-

ing it up he nmles in sdlmmhon “Tt is the _
~symbol of of life and of death,” he —
says. “It only when on the forehead

of the king or of one of his children.” But :
nrﬁnt-mumcnt des and thesunis —— |
darkened an eclipse. Then follows an

earthquake. Thmugh the chaos he hears a
voice saying: “‘Araxiz, the prophecy has come
true. This is the hour of u-ve!aﬁon, Araxiz.”

The man, who has spoken, comes toward the
Egyptian boy. He bows to .the hand of
Anmzmduneamrt. “Oh that jewel.” The i

Jewel is bound to your destiny and vour des-
tiny is fixed. You are a Faraone, son of the =z
great Rameses.” He falls on his knees and
touches the hem of the boy's garment. e

The roars of the animals far away in the

of the earthquake.

That night the man (Manafer) who
to the boy reveals to Araxiz (the boy) his true
being, telling him, this story:

“While your father was re and
wemati!lachi}d.mum ofm .
ﬁmﬁmmumm'

_for_' Faraoni. m&mﬁsudﬂulﬁ
tian armies met in a bitter struggle. The N

e ———————

e et—————
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victory prov.ed linhappy, for the saviour, the
great Rameses, fell fighting.

“I took his last dying will, but when I came
baek T heiard that Sanuascrit, the brother of

your father, had usurped the throne. I knew -

that meant vour death. 1 flew to the hills

“again—1I hid you for many vears and waited

patiently for this night when you slmuld have
reached the age required to reign.’

“Friends of your father—there are many
yet left in Tebe—are waiting to greet you

and animated with
fury caused by this revelation, Araxiz ex-
claims: “I shall vindicate my father. T shall
conquer the throne that rightfully belongs to
me.’

Before dawn big ﬁres announce that Tebe is
waiting—that Araxiz is ready for the vendetta.

A group of friends come in armed barks up
the Nile to greet the son of the great Rameses
and bring him back to the splendors of the
throne. But spies of Sanuascrit are on the
lookout. A frightful silence follows the an-
nouncement of the plot in the royal house.
The Faraoni trembles for his position as he

“knows he is wrong. He has not courage to

fight the newcomer openly—and he is afraid
to kill him because in his veins is the true
blood of the Faraoni.

He takes counsel with his intimates.” One
of them whispers: “La Miliarda!”

A smile comes to the face of the rider and
he gives orders. 3
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girl with magnetic power to look into the fu-

'-h.naefendm.m. Infmnteftheim-ge

of Iside, this girl, known as “La Miliarda,”
terrorized by the will of

swears: "Iahn!lmeetAnmandwlthbve
or with death I shall stop him.”

In the desert men are waiting. The fire
Manafare has built as a si reflects in the
waters of the Nile. The vision of the wonder-
ful Faraoni torments the boy. Manafare
proaches him and says with bitterness: *
it so mtenaeiy you love her :lh}gn?" I}‘he boy
one,” tsMuquu:. His words come
hke;curu,uldtheh)yahudders

“If it is true that I am a Faraoni why should
I not love this girl of royal blood?” he asks.

“Because she is the daughter of one you
should hate and kill,” is the reply.

TheygodowntheNde. giving fire signals
of their approach.

Thesunuhighwhenfrom the desert comes
andtumult. Soldaersandﬂahmaen
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the grou npart.nemtbegn-land

eries: For a moment the mob -

is stupified; then 1t rushes at Araxiz.

Manafare and the Captain of Araxiz’s
tmopscomestoAmsaiﬂ—mdﬂ)mtsn
battle between the two factions. Araxlz s
party is the stronger. .

The Faraoni (Sanuaserit) takes the
tohmhnrgeArpxmandhispartyfo
there is a battle in the waters of the Nlle

Ati (Araxiz's captain) dominates the battle.
Araxiz has the girl in the barge. One man
screams: ‘“T'o death — Sanauserit wants
him!”  Araxiz jumps out of the barge to the
girl. “You are a gallant one,” she tells him.

The night is quiet. Only animal roars are
to be heard around the fire of the Thebetians
on guard preparatory to another battle. =~

Out of the shadows comes a mysterious
figure, who calls: “Do you hear me, Nl.ija!
Avraxiz—he shall not arrive in Tebe, It is the
order nf Sanauserit and you have sworn obe-
dience.”

“I shall obey,” she says, and the shadow
disappears.

The eyes of the girl close. She shudders—
her soul is laid bare. Araxiz appears—beauti-
ful—to be wanted. A strange sense arouses
her, like love, passion.

The Faraoni a that moment and
says: “You tremble.” The girl looks into his
eyes and says: “I see into the future. All
the stars prophecy that this Inppenmg will
fall some day over me.”

12

“Can you tell my fortune?” he nh

“The light of the Orisis (jewel)
on your forehead. You are F:;mn, * she an-

- SWETSs.

He clasps ahmd over her rhouth, bows low
and says: “Where do you know this from?”
Heilukeshertomnhehwhlk—-

“T see you win a kingdom. You are vie-
toripus,” lies. I see a beautiful girl.
There lsacloﬁm front of my eyes.” :

His expression changes and with her hand
she covers his eyes.

“Look! What mysteries are in there?” he
commands. -

She fixes her eves upon him. “T see gn-
other woman that oved—-ﬂthatd:ed— you shall
be fatal to one of them,” ahetel]ahun “Oh,
great Osiris, that T should see her face.” 'l'he
forces leave her and she falls,

'l‘hooe in the grotto. llnhe, to  for
her. is transfigured, 'ﬂdﬁ%‘ﬁh
13
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sword in hand she tears off the ring of
mand from the finger of the Captain and
the melee, crying out: “Stop. The street to
Tebe is open.” All kneel and Araxiz
starts for the city and his throne

VISION 3

In a house on the outskirts of Tebe a group
awaits the hmnecommg of Capt. Ati. Every-
body talks-—Araxiz is in town. Manafare
is sleeping. Araxiz, with a strange light in
his eyes, says to the girl: “Don't look at me
that way, Naija.” She remains immobile, then
an expression of pain flits over her face. She
says: “You are afraid. The fire in my eyes
makes the image of the other one go down.
I read your thoughts—you love the other
one.” Impulsively he takes her, kisses her,
and says: “You have saved me and if I shall

EB

be King you shall be Queen of Egypt because

nobody shall stop my destiny.”

Capt. Ati, working in the city to get the
people together, occupies the basement of
King Araxiz's palace, but spies of the King
have heard everything and in his palace some-
one gives order for brutal treatment. “Before
sunrise everything shall be finished,” is the
order. Capt. Ati, the retreat of
Araxiz, departs with- Manafare. The Faraoni
(Araxiz) is to join them after the first revolt
in thecity and to occupy the palace and throne
of the usurper. The orders of Sanuascrit are
carried out—Dbefore sunrise the church of Men-
none is fantastic with the glare of thousands

14

of faggots. From heights Sanuascrit watches
the battle. He commands surrender but

Ati answers: “No, death is preferable.”
muan@dandbuﬂatmmnewﬂnhtﬂe
Munwhxlzahgmobgathmmfrontofthe
Iungspc.hoe

Ahmasis surrounded by musicians and
slaves, goes down to the At that mo-
ment Araxiz and Naija appear. ‘When
Araxiz sees Ahmasis he cries : “She!” Be-
fore Naija can interfere he rushes to Ahmasis
and says: “I have in my arms your divine
body. Do you remember me?” He falls at
her feet. The mob is surprised and rushes to
attack him but at the command of Ahmasis is
ke back. They put down their arms—a

ublecmle of guards take Araxiz to the
pnheeu ner. Nm;a,loatinthemwd,
cannot f Araxiz is bound in a hall.
Ahmheismtﬂhih:nndtélléhim "ch
saved my life one day. I haven’t orputten.
"Youknowlamt!mmnofﬂlmm Araxiz
informs her.

She at this revelation. “What do you
want of me?” she demands.

“I want the throne of my father—and from
you, love.”

The battle in the church continues. A rider
g e o g
is a prisoner. are’s men give
up, feeling all is lost.

Inthcha.llofthcpalmsutn&nmm:t_gﬂh
his ward. Before them is Araxiz. Sanuascrit
orders the galleries of the Necropolis closed.

15




“I shall hear you through the walls until your
last seream of rebellion has faded,” he an-
nounces to Araxiz.

“The friends of my father shall’ vindicate
me,” the boy replies. They hear the voices of
the throng outside. Sanuascrit laughs at
Araxiz and tells him to take good care of his
followers.

In an unguarded moment Araxiz jumps on -

the King and takes off his ring. He is chok-
ing him and killing him when the guards inter-
fere. Araxiz holds them off saying: “You
want to kill me! TIs that the way you treat
the son of the great Rameses?” The guards
pounce upon him and in the end Araxiz is
overthrown and bound. When Sanuaserit
sees him go he mutters: “Oh I am a wretch.”

The mob revolt against the king. Ahmasis

berates him asking: “You dared?”

“Am I not king of Egypt?" Sanuascrit
demands. .

“You are the usarper,” she answers.

The king, sofening, asks: “Do you love
him ?”

She nods. The mob, hearing, screams:
“Death to the usurper. Sansuascrit to death.”
The king rises and says to Ahmasis: “Go and
command. Be his life’s saviour. The people
want him and you want him.”

The mob kills the king and screams: “The
usurper is dead.” :

Naija follows Araxiz to the Necropolis.
Her hands are bleeding from clawing the stone

16

in her efforts to reach him. Ahmasis enters
the Necropolis with her servants. In front of

the tomb lays Naija. The Faraoni asks:

“Who are you waiting for?”

~“Araxiz is mine,” Naija retorts. “Love is

stronger than death.”

Amyothateshihesintheeyes-&ftth@;

and she gives orders that Naija be taken away.
At the thought of losing Azatis, Nalla throvs
herself at the Queen’s feet and cries: “T that
loved him shall abandon him to you to save his
life.”  Ahmasis gives the command to open
the door. Araxiz, who has been waiting death,
:;mused. kuye:l:omm’s voice. A figure of
Faraoni, sun, rises before him.
Folls o bis Teooes. ises before him. He
Soon after he, Araxiz, ascends the throne
with Ahmasis as his queen. The repulsed gi
Naija, laying in front of the tomb, wailu--“ﬁl;l’d
he told me I would be the queen of Egypt.’
Evt;:rywoman_tbl:tloveaisa uegn—so it was
s0 it shall be.” And her 5y eyes see a
vision without light, without hope.

The wedding feast takes place. There
dumuﬂmnofthan,veihdmsitm.dh-m
robes. It is Naija. Araxiz is dumbfounded.

saying: “Drink, oh of my eyes, drink!”
light comes into her eyes and she leaps at the

queen and seizes the symbol from her fore- .

17




head.—Araxiz orders guard:s to take Naxpani
kill her—and so she dies.

The mob screams: “Long live the King of

Egvpt.” The vision of the past is now accom-
plished.

In the tombs there is a figure in half light
of Prmcess Naija Baltagj. Terrible are her
eyes.  “Do you remember now?”  she asks
of Benard. “Pnrdoh. pardon,” he eries.

A hand upraises a swnrd, there is a terrible
- seream and rdfalhs in shadows while the
. white figure of the Princess disappears.

Hatterel, terrorized, leaps up the dark stairs
nfthetmnbandﬁndlhlmse!fhe{methecnld
body of Benard. Something is shining on
floor—it is a dagger with blood stains and a

- jewel (symbol). . = - e
The mystery of love and death has been
accomplished.
J 18
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